Rosemary
Dobson
Peers from a tennis-shade and, smiling vaguely,
Completes the headline for the Baptist Social.
The dance, the smoke-oh, and the children's picnic
Down by the river-flats beneath the willows-
They all come homewards and Joe sets them all
Between the morning and the midday schooner.
Oh, Western Star that bringest all to fold,
The yarding sales, the champion shorthorn bull,
And William's pain-relieving liniment,
When I shall die
Set me up close against my fellowmen,
Cheer that cold column headed "Deaths" with flowers,
Or mix me up with Births and Marriages;
Surround the tragic statement of my death
With euchre-drives and good-times-had-by-all,
That with these warm concomitants of life
Jostled and cheered, in lower-case italics
I shall go homewards in the Western Star.